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THE WINDMILLS’ SONG 


I saw the windmills wave their arms 
Before the day was done, 

I heard the birds sing all in rhyme 
Their farewell to the sun! 


The grasses bowed their tall green heads 
Above the distant fields, 

The butterflies had fluttered off 
With gold and gleaming shields. 

The windmills seemed to sing a song 
To join the blackbird crowd, 

A song of drawing water up 
Quite soft and then quite loud! 

And then again they waved their arms, 
And thus they seemed to say— 


**We’ve brought you water fresh to drink, 


Throughout the long, bright day.” 


But now ’tis time for boys and girls 
To settle down to sleep; 

And if the wind is still tonight, 
We will the silence keep! 
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THANKSGIVING 


Dear Giver of our Good, 
We thank thee every hour; 
Thy blessings wait our word; 
Thy richest dower 
Is ours before we ask. 
Like fruit upon the tree, 
Ours is the task 
To gather-in from thee. 


THE GREEN ROOM 


ELIZABETH M. JOHNSON 


HE Green Wood was very still, dark and cool, 
T but outside, in the Fairy Ring, where the fine 
grasses grew, the wild strawberries ripened and 
the purple-and-white lady-slippers bloomed, it 
was noisy with the hum of the honeybees, the 
SS chirr-chirr of the bugs in the grass, and the 
| song of the oriole as he swung low in his flight 
across this charming spot. It was bright and 
warm, too, so when Arthur and Bettie Jones came to the 
edge of the Green Wood, and looked out where the sun was 
shining, they both chose the Fairy Ring as the Wonderful 
Country they were seeking. 

Arthur and Bettie had started from the kitchen door a 
little after two o'clock in the afternoon, and had walked 
straight away from the house toward the Green Wood, 
which stood, dark and mysterious, beyond the pasture lot at 
the back of it. They were bound for a Wonderful Country, 
which they had been thinking and talking about ever since 
they had read a beautiful red-backed book which their 
Aunt Mattie had given them. 
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“*This is rather a small country,” said Arthur, looking 
around the Fairy Ring, “but I ’spose it can grow bigger any 
time, just as soon as we find out the magic word to say to 
make things begin to stretch.” 

“‘What’s the word?” asked Bettie. 

“Dunno,” said Arthur, “but there’s always a ‘magic 
word’ that you have to say when you live where the fairies 
do, ‘cause if there wasn’t, naughty people could come in 
and set the works agoin’ and make ‘em lots of trouble.” 

“Oh, I know!” said Bettie, ‘‘it’s—”’ 

“*Sh-h,”” warned Arthur. 

“T'll whisper it, Arthur, but I don’t see—”’ 

“Well, you would see quick enough if you was to say 
it out loud, and somebody should hear you, and then they 
would know it and say it, too.” 

“But if it’s a good word,” insisted Bettie, “‘what if 
naughty people did hear it and say it; it would only do good 
things for them, and then maybe they'd be good, too?” 

“Huh!” grunted Arthur, “‘what’s the word?” 

Bettie whispered into Arthur’s ear, and a smile shone 
in his clear eyes and added another eager wrinkle to his 
merry little face. 

“T b’lieve you're right, sis, “cause Miss White said 
them words would work magic for us. She said so at Sun- 
day School, you remember, but I never thought she meant 
this—this—”” 

**Making things come, and go out of sight, and change 
right before our eyes,” finished Bettie. 

““Yes,”’ said Arthur, “‘that’s it. Let’s try.” 

“All right,” said Bettie, “but shall we say it right out 
loud >” 

“Yes,” answered Arthur, “cause it is a good word, 
for I heard mother say it was a ‘powerful statement,’ and 
so it can’t do harm. What do you ’spose will happen if we 
say it three times?” 

“‘Let’s try,” urged Bettie. 

So they stood up straight, holding hands, and looked 
around at the beautiful carpet of grass and flowers, and at 
the encircling fringe of trees with their dark, glossy leaves 
trembling in the breeze, then raised their eyes to the blue 
sky and the fleecy-white clouds above, and in strict time they 
repeated the magic sentence—just three short words— 
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which they said over three times, and then they looked about 
to see the wonders which must surely follow. 

But nothing changed, except that the breeze among 
the leaves grew a little louder and then died away, and a 
blackbird with bright scarlet spots darted past them and was 
gone. 

““What do you ’spose was wrong?” asked Arthur. 

Bettie was standing very still, and her eyes had a far- 
away look in them, for she was pondering the same question. 
Then she clapped her hands. 

“Oh, I know, Arthur, I know! We must wish when 
we say it!” 

“’Course,’” Arthur nodded, “why didn’t we think of 
that?” 

“*But what do we want, Artie?” 

“Well, for one thing, I'd like to see this nice little 
room grow bigger.” 

“This room?” 

““Oh, well, this is a room, at least in Fairyland, even 
if it hasn’t any roof. It has a nice floor of soft grass, and 
walls of trees all ‘round and it’s like the tower room in the 
story book, ‘cause it’s round instead of square.” 

“All right,” agreed Bettie, “but s’posen we do wish, 
and it begins to grow and grow, bigger ’n bigger, wouldn’t 
we feel lost and get scared "cause we was so lonesome and 
far away from folks and things?” 

Artie dug his bare toes into the soft earth, and thought. 

“Guess you’re right, sis. Guess it’s about the right 
size for a room, and if we wished, and made a great big 
country out of it, maybe we couldn’t get out when we tried 
to walk to the edge of it.” 

“*Let’s wish that these strawberries would get so thick 
they'd almost cover the ground, and be so sweet and good 
and—and big and red,” said Bettie. 

“Why, we might mash ’em up when we walked, 
*cause we couldn’t begin to gather and eat ’em all, and we'd 
have a ‘terrible muss,’ as grandma says, and get our clothes 
all stained and sticky with the juice,” argued Artie. 

“‘That’s so, Artie, and you know mother always says, 
“There’s plenty, but nothing to waste,’ when we get careless 
and want to bite an apple and then throw it away.” 

The children looked about once more for something on 
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which to try the magic sentence, and then they each spied 
the one large bunch of purple ladyslippers, standing so stiff 
and tall and grand all by themselves. There were plenty 
of small, yellow ladyslippers growing in the fields and 
woods, but these were the first purple-and-white ones the 
children had ever seen. The stems were very much taller 
and the pouch-like flowers much larger than the yellow kind, 
and the honey bees hovered around them in great numbers. 
Arthur and Bettie went and stood beside them, and when 
they looked inside the pinkish white pitchers with the deep 
reddish-purple speckles all around the puckered edges, they 
saw that they were partly full of water, caught from the rain 
drops as they fell, and the bees went there to get a drink. 

“‘We might make this bunch of flowers grow big and 
tall,”’ said Arthur, “‘but if we did they’d be clear above our 
heads, and the slippers might get so big that if we could pull 
one down and break it off to take home, it would maybe 
have a barrel full of water in it, and we'd be ’most drowned 
if we upset it—” 

“Oh, let’s don’t do anything to the flowers,”’ cried 
Bettie with a little shiver; “‘I like "em just as they are.” 

“So do I, sis.”” 

Then a bell sounded, and it seemed unusually close at 
hand to these two young travelers, who made believe that 
they had gone many miles from home in their search for the 
Wonderful Country, for they both knew it was their own 
farm bell, used to call the men from the fields when dinner 
or supper was ready, or a signal for themselves when mother 
needed them for some unexpected event. 

“*That’s our bell, sis; wonder if mother is calling us?” 

“I’m most sure she wants us,” said Bettie eagerly, 
“‘but before we go let’s just say the ‘magic words’ once 
more, but we won’t wish. We'll just say, like mother and 
Aunt Mattie do when people get scared or sorry, ‘“Every- 
thing is all right, right here and right now!’ ” 

“*That’s just what’s the matter with this place, sis, it is 
all right, and I don’t know how we could change it much 
to make it any better without upsetting things a lot, and may- 
be we'd make trouble for the people who own this nice little 
green room, and want to keep it just like it is.”” 

So they stood up again, clasping hands as before, and 
said, with a happy ring to their voices, the “magic words,” 
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“God is all, and everything is all right, right here and 
right now,” and away they scampered toward home where, 
they were both sure, the call meant visitors, or an errand to 
do for mother, or something else equally good and desirable. 

And the Fairy Ring being deserted by the two Large 
Voices, the Little Voices of the regular tenants—the bees, 
birds, bugs and green growing things, could be heard once 
more, and Hum and Chirp and Flutter, which are the 
thought-names of the God-Life all around us and always 
speaking to us from what seem the Silent Things of the 
world, began to make themselves heard once more by the 
Ever Listening Ear, that great good Presence we call God. 


YE EDITOR TALKS 


“T’ll give thanks and you'll give thanks, 
And we'll all give thanks together.” 


Why not, with God’s beautiful world lying about and 
within us? Why! it takes all the hours of all the days with 


all their tiny minutes and seconds to hold our thankfulness. 


LIVING 
IS 
THANKSGIVING, 


for every breath we draw is a gift of heaven, and when 
rightly understood, all the joys of heaven are given with it. 
Who knows this better than you Wisdoms, in whom life 
itself is joy. The glad tingle of life, which has in it loving- 
kindness and buoyant health, is your birthright. Let no man 
rob you of it, nor of your faith in the Father of all Life. 

Next month comes our Christmas number. Several 
good Christmas stories have already arrived, and we shall 
expect our Boosters and Wisdoms to help make it the most 
wonderful Christmas gathering WEE Wispom has ever 
entertained. 

Shall we have a Christmas Tree for her, hung with the 
gifts of new subscribers ? 

Remember, WEE WIspDoM carries health, harmony 
and blessings into every home she visits. Do you know of 
some home that needs these? 

Mary Bell is the only one to contribute to our ‘““Won- 
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der Room” this month. There are wonders and wonders 
lying around loose. Ye Editor expected you would all fol- 
low Mamie’s example in finding out the wonders that are 
hidden away in common things, waiting to be found out by 
the wonderful explorer, Thought. 

Even the little grain of sand carries with it the history 
and mystery of creation. Who'll find it out? 


OUR WONDER ROOM 


THE CHAMELEON 


I wonder how many of you have ever heard of a 
chameleon? It is a little lizard that takes on the color of its 
surroundings. Last September, Barnum and Bailey’s Circus 
was here in Charleston, W. Va. On their show-grounds 
was a man with some lizards for sale. Most of them were 
on green paper and so had green skins; some were on red 
paper and they had red skins. | 

I saw a kind of lizard in Florida which changed its 
color according to its surroundings. It was very queer to 
see it on something brown and then for it to change its color 
the instant it ran over a different colored object. How well 
Nature has provided for this little reptile in the way of 
protection.— Mary Belle Johnston. 


Little Mamie heard her mamma 
Calling her from play; 

Not one moment waited Mamie, 
But she came straightway. 


“I was thinking, mamma dear, 
Where would be our day, 

If the little golden sunbeams 
Stayed in the sky to play? 


I thought I'd hasten quickly 
When I heard you call, 

For little girls, like little sunbeams, 

Should make it light for all.” 


WEE WISDOM 


CLUB 


amma radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in bw the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


Ernest is prompt as usual. Promptness is a sure sign 
that success is right at your heels. The way the Boosters 
of West Branch are getting down to practical work, appeals 
to Ye Editor as a good method for all our clubs. All our 
little efforts for good will grow up after awhile. “Great 
oaks from little acorns grow.” 

West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Roval—At our last meeting we had a review of Mrs. 
Hardy's lesson on trees, and it was a fine one. Mamie and Glen 
brought little cherry trees and told about how they grew from the 
cherry pit until they were big enough to have cherries of their own. 
Virginia had a little bass wood tree that grew by the lawn swing, be- 
side its mother. I had a little maple tree to tell about, and its mother 
lives in the yard next door. She has lovely leaves when the frost 
touches them. Glen said, “God is my Intelligence,” when he couldn't 
get his spelling, and I said it too when I couldn't do some kind of new 
arithmetic examples, and we both got our lessons. Mamie had the 
headache and stomachache and she spoke the Word of Truth and she 
got well, and when she was in Detroit she spoke the “Word” for her 
aunt when her face was all swollen, and her aunt felt much better. 
Mother thinks that Mamie is going to be a regular little healer and help 
lots of people. Margaret Dwyer, of Victor, Colorado, wrote me and 
wanted me to answer her letter, but she forgot to send her street 
address or box number, so we don’t know whether she will get the 
letter or not. If any of the Boosters know her I wish they would tell 
her about sending her full address. The County Fair is next week 
and we expect to see many-fine sights, for it is going to be the biggest 
and best fair ever held in this county. Good-bye. 

I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 


i 


8 WEE WISDOM 


The tree lesson and its practice are good. So are the 
demonstrations of “‘God is my Intelligence,” given by Ernest. 
We like reports of this kind. 


Sprague, Wash. 
Dear Friends—Here is a pic- 
ture of my _ kitten “Snookum,” 
which we took last winter in Walla 
Walla, Wash. I am a Booster, 
too. Your friend, 
Frederic Van Egy (age 8 years). 


Snookum and Frederic 
are very welcome Boosters. 
His mamma writes us that 
Frederic enjoys good results 
from tucking our magic pillows 
under his head, and that he is 
: real Truth boy, and that they have Sunday services at 
ome. 


Here is a good report of progress from the new secre- 
tary of the St. Louis Club. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—Since you last heard from us, we have elected 
a new president and secretary, but this change has not in any way 
changed the spirit of our ex-president and secretary. They are still 
the same faithful Boosters they have always been, and are working 
harder than ever to radiate sunshine in the darkest corners. Don’t for- 
get, little friends, that this is one of the duties of every Booster. Our 
last meeting was held four weeks ago and was one of the best we have 
ever had. The meeting was opened by our new president, Mr Schull, 
with a short address, and was followed with an interesting talk by our 
ex-president, Miss Clara, about her trip to Unity. Nearly all the 
Boosters were present with their bright, cheerful faces, and all enjoyed 
the meeting. Sunday, October 3, we had a little picnic. The day 
was warm and beautiful, just the sort of a day we all love for a picnic. 
We are looking forward to the time when we can have another gather- 

ing of this kind. With lots of love to all the Boosters, I shall close. 
Trutu Seekers Booster Cuus, Elsie Witte, Sec. 


Theodore is on hand with an interesting account of 
what the Boosters are doing at Unity. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—October 3d was Rally Sunday at Unity Sunday 
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School and it really and truly was a Rally Sunday in every way. The 
sun shone so bright and warm that we Boosters were all out in full 
force and we helped out with the program. Rally Sunday with us 
means the harvest time, a gathering in and finding out where we stand 
and what the different classes are doing. Our Sunday School now has 
class rooms for each class and it was exceedingly interesting to find out 
how each class has grown in the past year, the different classes 
taking up lines of study and work suitable for each class. There were 
twenty-six little children present in Mrs. Haseltine’s class; they made 
quite a showing when they marched up to sing. My class has grown 
so there are sixteen of us. How could we help it with such a teacher 
as Prof. Miller, who really says that each of us is good and fine? He 
took all of us to see the “Miracle Man.” My, but that was great. Mrs. 
Palmer’s girls were there as usual with their recitations and songs; that 
sure is some class. Mrs. De Voss’ girls are doing fine work giving out 
blessed pennies every Sunday and holding a prosperity thought for 
each other, the Sunday School and for the new building. Mr. Lowell 
Fillmore gave an interesting talk about the work they are doing, 
studying Cady Lessons, and his class was represented by Miss Freda 
Reisinger giving us a solo and it sure was great. From what I could 
see and hear each class was trying to make the time at Sunday School 
as practical as possible, each trying to see how much they could do to 
make each other well and strong and happy, and one with prosperity. 
I have just arrived home from a three weeks’ trip through Kansas in an 
auto. I may write you about it some time soon. Yours in Truth, 
Unity Booster Cius, Theodore Fillmore Wallace, Sec. 


Sir Tammie II hails from the new cattery, and we 
are greatly interested in his account of affairs there. He 
brings the “‘Little Princess” with him. He says she is 


laughing. 
Rosemary Cattery. 

Dear Friends—We are all settled once again in our new cattery 
on North Columbus Ave., in Glendale. We came here in a jitney. 
It is fun to ride in one, but do you know the man wanted us to ride 
way out in front, our cages hanging in the air. “No indeed,"’ said our 
mistresses; “why, the noises of the street would frighten them ter- 
ribly.” But the man laughed and said, “Why, the cats would have the 
time of their life.” 

You should see the two children Rosemary has—they are the 
admiration of everyone, especially Little Princess, the brown tabby. 
She perks about just as little Miss Toohy used to. She loves every- 
body. Rosemary is very good to these babies, and she is to me, too. 


WEE WISDOM 


But if anyone of the Aunts corrects either Betty or Betty's babies by 
saying, “No, no,” you should hear Rosemary, and see her too. One 
day Betty got out of the cattery and ran out to the front of the house 
and came in through the dining room. Aunt Mary said, “Betty, you 
were not nice to do that—no, no, Betty.” At that Grandma Rosemary 
looked at Aunt Mary, and then ran across the room and slapped Betty 
as much as to say, “Why don’t you mind?” and ske scolded Betty, 


too. The aunts laughed, but do 
you know, I don’t think Rosemary 
remembers she is a Booster when 
she does that way. She is a great 
talker and talks all the time to 
King Clover and Princess. 1 am 
sending a picture in which Little 
Princess is laughing. She thought 
it so funny to have her picture 
taken. 

They say I tease Little Prin- 
cess and King Clover, but I don’t 
mean to; it’s because I love ‘em 


so much # squeeze ‘em and roll ‘em over on the floor. Today I got 
lost and I squealed and squealed. Aunt Mary looked all over for me. 
At last she saw my little paw waving outside the disappearing bed that 
shuts into a closet. My! but she rolled that bed out quick. Wasn't | 
glad to get found, and didn’t she hug me and call me nices names, 


Some little girl wanted to know my color. I am an orange 
Some people say yellow, but it is a very deep yellow. 
Almost all of us are orange colored, so they call us “The Rosemary 
Your friend, 


* Love from us all. 


Sir Tammie of Orange II, 


Per his secretary, Mary B. de Witt. 


We give Helen Louise a hearty welcome to our club, 
for we know by the manner of her letter that she will make a 
Her writing is as plain as print, and not 
a misspelled word in her whole letter. We shall expect to 
hear of a prosperous Booster Club in Evanston, soon, with 
such help as Louise’s father offers and her own enthusiasm. 


first class Booster. 


Evansion, Ill. 


Dear Wee Wispom—lI am seven years old. I have just begun 
to read WeE Wispom and want to join the Booster Club. I will try 


and get some of my friends to take the paper. My father says that 
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if we will have a Booster Club he will tell us the meaning of all the 
stories in your paper. I am trying to keep good thoughts in my mind 
and to be kind to everybody. Your friend, 

Helen Louise Cartwright. 


Billy Bumpus II shows intelligent training, but he still 
depends upon his mistress to report for him. 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees—I want to write you a long letter because I couldn't 
get in last month and I have so much to tell you. First, | want you 
to read this funny little verse my. mistress found: 


“Among your many playmates here, 
How is it that you all prefer 
Your little friend, my dear?” 


“Because, mamma, ‘tho hard we try, 
Not one of us can spit so high, 
And catch it in his ear.” 


I would love to tell you about a lot of queer bugs and things | 
have seen, but I can’t. Do you all like bees? I do in a way, and 
then again I don’t. One of my dog friends got shot, but he is all right 
now and | went to see him today. Do you ever look at the sunset? 
I don’t pay much attention to them, but my mistress said the one this 
evening was just bea-u-tiful. Yesterday I went to my first candy pull. 
It was my mistress’ first one, too. They had lots of fun. One girl 
gave me a long string of taffy and I had such a hard time getting it 
all in my mouth they all laughed and that made me get my whiskers 
sticky. With love, Billie Bumpus II. 

Per Mary Belle Johnston. 

Paola, Kans. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I should have written you long ago. | have 
been taking the magazine for about four years and could not get along 
without it. We did not have our Booster Club this summer, but will 
right soon. I hope we can all have pins. Alice Katherine Wells. 


Success to Katherine’s Booster Club! We are sure 
she will soon be able to gather about her a goodly number of 
those who want to help make cheer and sunshine. 

Next month we’ll have our Christmas gathering. We 
have spoken for our thirty-two rooms, so there will be room 
a plenty for all the Christmas guests. Be sure to be on hand 
with the very best your heart and mind afford. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


HINTS TO TEACHERS 
The four Bible Lessons of this quarter afford the pro- 


gressive teacher splendid opportunity to bring out and impress 
upon the forming character of her little ones, the importance 
of fidelity to the truths being taught them. 

Daniel illustrates the courage and faith that stands by 
its convictions of right, spite of “‘all the king’s oxen and all 
the king’s men.” The result of this faithfulness can be told 
with more thrilling effect than any fairy tale. 

Jonah, on the contrary, shows the unhappy conse- 
quences of fickleness and disobedience. His experience, too, 
can be made very impressive and a good lesson in obedience 
to the “‘still, small voice,’’ deduced. 

Uzziah represents pride in the outer or animal strength. 
Lesson to be impressed—God should be acknowledged in 
all thingse We are to “‘render unto God the things that are 
God’s.”” Our life, our strength, our intelligence are his, 
for “in him we live and move and have our being.” 

Amos illustrates fearlessness in speaking the Word. 
The little ones can only understand this chapter and Amos’ 
denunciation of all those tribes and people, through having 
it explained to them that this really concerns the fearless 
speaking of the Word of Truth which destroys the errors 
that have enslaved and robbed us of the divine knowledge 
that our heritage is “‘all that the Father hath.” 


LESSON 7, NOVEMBER 14 
DANIEL IN THE KING'S COURT—Dan. 1:8-16, 19, 20. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, 
quit ve like men, be strong. —I Cor. 16:13. 

Daniel had been taught to serve the One true God, and 
though taken captive by a people who believed in many 
gods, he remained true to the One. 

Daniel was a teetotaler—he refused the king’s wine. 
Daniel was a vegetarian—he refused the king’s meat. 
Simple living and right thinking kept Daniel close to his God. 
So it came to pass, Daniel was able to prove before the king 
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and his court that pulse and water are better food than wine 
and meat, and true ideas in the mind are more productive of 
wisdom and understanding than all the conjurations of ma- 
gicians and astrologers. 

Be true to your Best and your Best will be true to you. 


LESSON 8, NOVEMBER 21 
JONAH A MISSIONARY TO NINEVAH—Jonah 3:1-10. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Go ve therefore, and make dis- 
ciples of all the nations, baptizing them into the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit: teaching them 
to observe all things whatsoever | commanded you! and lo, 
I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.— 
Matt. 28:19, 20. 

The story of Jonah is as wonderful as any fairy story 
you ever heard. We have only a part of it for today’s les- 
son. Ninevah was a great city whose people had forgotten 
to listen to “‘the still voice’ within them. Jonah was a 
prophet—one who could tell beforehand about things that 
were going to happen. God sent him to Ninevah to tell the 
people that the city would be overthrown in forty days. 
This frightened the king and the people, and they began to 
turn away from the outer unreal things, which had seemed 
so real, and listen to the voice within themselves. So, be- 
cause they did this, Ninevah was not destroyed. The people 
began to live by the laws of God, which are real and ever- 
lasting. (There is much more to the story of Jonah. Ask 
your teacher to tell you about the gourd.) 


LESSON 9, NOVEMBER 28 
AMOS, THE FEARLESS PROPHET—Amos 1:1-15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He that hath my word, let him speak 
my word faithfully.—Jer. 23:28. 

Did you ever think that the words you speak have 
within them, like the little seed, something that produces just 
like themselves? Well, that’s a truth, and that’s why we 
want always to choose the Good or God Word, so that the 
harvest of our words will be really to our liking. 


In the Golden Text of this lesson we are told to speak 
the Good Word faithfully. 
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What are some of the words you speak faithtully> 

One little girl saved her life by speaking faithfully, 

“God is my help in every need.” 


One found wonderful, glowing health by speaking 
faithfully, 


““God is my health; I can’t be sick.” 


And one boy made friends of all his enemies by faith- 
fully holding, 


“I love everybody and everybody loves me.” 
Remember, the Christ Word is Spirit and Life. 
LESSON 10, DECEMBER 5 
UZZIAH’S PRIDE AND PUNISHMENT.—II Chron. 26:8-10. 
GOLDEN TEXT—A man’s pride shall bring him low, 
~~ be that is of a lowly spirit shall obtain honor.—Prov. 


There was a king, years and years ago, whose name 
was Uzziah. He grew every year more strong and power- 
ful. He builded thrones in Jerusalem at the city gates and 
set mighty engines on them to defend the city. He dug wells 
in the desert, for he had many cattle. He became so pros- 
perous and powerful that his name spread abroad even into 
Egypt. 

All of this was very well, but here comes the unfortu- 
nate part of the story. Uzziah’s mind was so taken up with 
outer things that he forgot that it was the Spirit within which 
had all this strength of power. He forgot that of himself he 
was nothing; that it was the Christ within him which en- 
abled him to prosper. He began to get puffed up with pride 
and arrogance. Then because he had shut his ears to the 
inner Voice and allowed untrue thoughts to enter his mind, 
his flesh became impure with an impurity which could not 
be washed off. 

If we allow untruths to take possession of our minds 
until we forget where the real power and strength comes 
from, unfortunate things are likely to happen. Remember 
that it is “not I, but the Father that dwelleth in me, he 
doeth the works.” 


‘There is nothing so kingly as kindness; 
There is nothing so royal as Truth.” 


i 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


CURTIS’ STORY 


**Mother, what can I play now? 
I took Teddy and Peter Rabbit for a 
ride, and I builded with daddy’s big 
blocks, and I writed a letter and every- 
thing. Now, what can I do? 

“Why don’t you tell mother a 
story 

“T could. What kind of a story 
would be nice? I better tell about my 
cherry tree, hadn’t I> 

“Well, when I was a yittle bit of a baby I couldn’t 
see out of my back yard. The red fence is so high, I am 
not as tall as it yet, but I will be some day when I get a 
big man, won’t I? Anyway, I wanted to see what was out- 
side, so I used to go up and peek through the cracks. I 
could see next dooryard and her doggie all black and white 
on one side.” 

“The dog?” 

““Why no, the fence—I mean that’s all I could see on 
one side. Then I could see the lot on the other side and 
people passing by, but you can’t see much you know, just 
through a crack. I just stretched and stood up big and high 
on my toes, but I couldn’t see over. Babies can’t, can they? 
But I’ve found a way now. I’m not a baby any more, am 
I? No, I'ma big boy. Well, I was a little boy then, so I 
just took my red chair and put it beginst the cherry tree, to 
climb up a yittle ways. I couldn’t go far at first, could I? 
But now I can go clear up top, can’t I, mother? And I’m not 
a bit afraid. I just hold on tight and careful like you said 
and I can look all ’round. I can see all the back yards and 
the lot all over and the children and lots of things. Some day 
when I’m bigger I’m going to climb up in the awful big tree, 
way up top, and then I can see all over the barn and I 
won't be afraid at all. And that’s all, I guess. Isn’t it a 
nice story, mother?” 

And it is a good story, folks. It contains the little 
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seed which leads to growth. Always to look upward, never 
failing in the courage to climb where you are looking. Sad 
indeed is the condition of one who has no barn over which 
he desires to look. 


Build for yourself a strong-box, 

| Fashion each part with care; 

| When it’s strong as your hand can make it, 
Put all your troubles there; 

Hide there all thought of your failures ~ 
And each bitter cup that you quaff; 

Lock all your heartaches within it, 
Then sit on the lid and laugh. 


Tell no one else its contents, 
Never its secrets share; 
When you've dropped in your care and worry, 

Keep them forever there; 
Hide them from sight so completely 
That the world will never dream half; 
| Fasten the strong-box securely, 
Then sit on the lid and laugh! 
—Bertha Adams Backus. 
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NOVEMBER, 1915-° 


OUR THANKSGIVING 
Mamie 


I'll give thanks, and you'll give thanks, 
We'll all give thanks together! 

We'll have a great Thanksgiving Day, 
Whatever wind or weather. 


I'll be glad, and you'll be glad, 
And we'll all be glad together! 

Gladness is sunshine night and day, 
In spite of wind and weather. 


I'll be good, and you'll be good, 
And we'll all be good together! 

Goodness we'll find is loving Mind, 
And that makes splendid weather. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month; for I have many good things in 

store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. : 
Yours in Love and Truth. 


WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 


NIGHT i 

\ Your joyous journey 

Of the day, 


happy dreams 
the way- 
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MORNING Van 
Wake In the Morn 
With Joyous Song; 
‘Twill be Your char. 
lot 
All day long. | 
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